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PROSE:	Grieve
The evening draws on far longer and far colder than either brother had intended. The first - younger, taller, with soft, puffy eyes behind thin rimmed glasses - takes slow, creaking paces across the aging wood, afraid that one false move would unleash the wrath of the codgers and biddies surrounding them. The second - older, broader, and stoic in his formalwear - takes purposeful, unwavering steps, his arms laden with boxes on each trip through the sickly cream halls.
The younger spends his time, he reads notes and thumbs over trinkets before placing them gently into their temporary cardboard home. The older is brash and harsh, packing socks, and shirts, and sentiments indiscriminately. As he lifts a fistful of fabrics from their drawer, a deafening clatter pierces the room. An old photograph in a new frame. The cracked glass obscuring the sun-bleached image of two boys. Standing arm in arm and grinning ear to ear.
The younger crouches down, impossibly soft as he cups the image. Lifting it as he would a fallen hatchling. His brother lets out a wavering and exasperated breath. He leaves the room sharply, vision bleary. The watery magnolia of the walk was harsher than any neon shade, the bitter cold of the outside lashed at his fingers worse than any fire, and the sting behind his eyes would be far less bearable without his brother indoors.

PROSE:	Untitled Homecoming Piece
I arose again. Too warm, fully dressed, unaware of where I had been or where I was going. With a heavy and wary step, I loitered in the haze of my greying maternal halls in desperate need of clarity. As soon as I saw her, I understood. Her image floated in place, distorting and recovering slowly as if placed underwater. She seemed to become more comprehensible without ever clearing as I neared.  I understood then. 
I continued to wander unabashedly. There was a new crispness to the air, a new softness to the light, something had become far less terrifying about my familial halls now. Whether it was my age or the age of the walls I did not know, nor did I care. Drunk on recollection, I stepped slowly. I revelled in the echo of every squeaking floorboard, thumbed over worn wallpaper, tapped on tin pipes, and gazed through each dusty windowpane. Filled with desperate sentiment, I pulled at each locked door and jimmied open stuck drawers. 
When the sun’s honey had dripped away and the clear waters of the moon began to envelop each window, I searched for her again. A lost lamb in the field without her mother in sight. I retraced every step and found her hunched over, reading from a leather-bound book with her glasses pushed high and her hair pushed higher. I sat in front of her and watched, smiling softly with the knowledge that I was not completely alone. 
As she lifted her hand to reach for her glass of wine, her fingers passed through mine. I balled my fist and cursed the ache of it. White hot and icy in a way only pain can be. She did the same, shaking her hand as if the sting would fall away. Tentatively reaching out again, she took a deep gulp from her glass and turned her attention back to her book, the word “resurrection” peppering the page. 


POETRY:	Untitled Villanelle
A weed grows between the plates, 
Sucking away all notion of joy, 
But attempts are made to soothe the aches.

Cruel are the heavens and their fates,
To plant this and remain so coy, 
A weed grows between the plates.

They open the garden’s rotting gates,
Allow the weed to spread and cloy,
But attempts are made to soothe the aches.

The inky root sits and waits,
And despite all efforts to destroy,
A weed grows between the plates.

Memories of bygone dates,
With hearts and minds they love to toy, 
But attempts are made to soothe the aches.

Now garden seethes and hates,
This is the heavens’ cruellest ploy:
A weed grows between the plates,
And attempts are made to soothe the aches.


POETRY:	Working Title
Alabaster cloth
Pulled taut with pine.
Rough skin smoothed 
With a gentle lover’s hand.

Pristine, virginal white,
Begging to be blackened,
Unmarred marble desperate
For touch of any kind.

Piled upon and muffled,
Forgotten in the heap. 
Ivory surface sagging,
Wood begins to rot. 

A chalk surface
Unused and unloved.
A creative promise made
And broken without thought.


COMMENTS ON:	‘Untitled Homecoming Piece’
This piece was written following the prompt to write a homecoming in the first and third person. I found the former far more evocative than the latter and feel that my piece has lots of potential. Many of the images used are well written and set the emotional tone of the scene, first cold and wistful in the “greying…halls” and then warm and comfortable with the “sun’s honey” setting. The tangents with specific imagery serve to reinforce the slow, creeping nature of the narrative and the pauses the speaker takes in their journey around the home serve as pauses for the reader to question the reality of the story. I hoped to pull on some intrigue and mystery through the first paragraphs in order to make the ending more cathartic in its revelation which - likely - confirms the reader’s suspicions. 
The gothic tone began quite naturally, but the maintaining of it could use some improvement. Continuous running sentences - while they invoke the likes of Edgar Allan Poe and Mary Shelley - can become mealy and monotonous in places. I am happy with most of my word choices, however there are some overcomplexities that do not serve a purpose and could be refined into more concrete features. The ending has been through several iterations with words like “haunted”, “grief”, and “funeral”. However, I felt that leaning into the supernatural elements of a ghostly story would prove most enthralling and leave the story on a cliff-hanger without relying on a cliché shock factor. 

COMMENTS ON:	‘Working Title’
My attempt at an ‘emblem structure’ poem utilises a blank and abandoned canvas to ruminate on the wider issue of the dichotomy between intent and output among many creative people. There are many plosives throughout the poem highlighting certain elements of the text with the intent of showing their importance to the overall narrative. The desperation for creative fulfilment is shown through the continued references to a lover, needing a “gentle…hand”, or any “touch” to ‘blacken’ the “virginal white” of the canvas. Overall, I find that the piece flows fairly well in its current state, with a few exceptions, and that the core ideas are developed throughout. 
However, some of the lines feel slightly forced or otherwise incongruous to the rest of the poem. Even though the use of chalk is intentional (each description of the canvas is a sculpting material. They become more difficult to work with as the poem progresses symbolising the growing difficulty of starting a new project as time passes) it feels strange paired with ‘surface’. This is likely due to the potential miscommunication that the canvas has been drawn on with chalk - ruining the narrative. To improve, I would likely call the canvas a “chalk cliffside” as I believe the previous context would be enough to see this extension of the metaphor. Additionally, this would further the emblematic structure by completely obscuring the object and focusing all efforts on its meaning.


COMMENTS ON: 	‘An Unfortunate Loop de Loop’ (Nissim Galiko)
The piece is incredibly immersive and enjoyable to read. Repeated implementation of ominous language creates a slow building anxiety and the catharsis of the ending is a true relief from this foreboding tension. Additionally, the looming dread is beautifully contrasted with the descriptive and alliterative sensory imagery of “sticky sweet smell[s]” and “blissful butterflies”. Moreover, there are deeply evocative descriptions of the speaker’s feelings toward Andreas which are sometimes undercut to build the aforementioned tension. The short and sharp sentences “We weren’t lovers then. We aren’t lovers now…” serve to perfectly encapsulate the simultaneous wistfulness and dread that the story captures. Repeated interspersal of these opposing images mimics the feeling of the peaks and valleys of a rollercoaster by building the serenity and suspense concurrently, making the sudden revelation of the end simultaneously cathartic and devastating. 
To further improve this piece, I would suggest reading the story aloud in order to see any pacing and rhythmic issues that may come about. There are a few syntax issues throughout the piece, for instance in the first paragraph all of the speech is kept within the paragraph which makes it slightly difficult to follow who is speaking when. It may also be of worth it to return to the original setting some time close to the end - possibly having the adult Andreas also notice the speaker closely before or after the revelation of their untimely parting to add to the embarrassing feel of the ending. 

	COMMENTS ON: 	‘Haikus’ (Richard Sylvan)
All three of these haikus are beautiful. The first, ‘After’, is wonderfully evocative, the reader can picture the moment it captures with crystal clarity. The utilisation of enjambment makes the speaker seem out of breath almost, like the fear and/or pain of birth is still waving over them. There is also a slight ambiguity as to whether the mother or father is speaking, to me this suggests the completeness of parental love and the exhausting experience of birth for both parties. ‘Foggy’ has an equally concrete moment that it wonderfully encapsulates. The visual form is very unique and innovative, and the length of some of the words chosen shows the “quick-step-upstairs” and the slow, defeated descent back down them. ‘Haltwhistle’ is more abstract, and yet remains sensory and emotionally driven in a way unique to a third person view. Overall, these are well written and well thought out haikus, using the form in its fullest capacity to capture a moment in time in a bottle.
To improve, all I could suggest is to look at word choices and see if it is at all possible to perfect the rhythm and pacing. There is a lot of potential in these haikus, especially the first and last, it may be a good idea to develop them either into longer poems or into a connected narrative of multiple haikus in sequence. ‘After’ specifically could become a longer sequence, telling a narrative of the new-born’s life in fleeting yet instrumental snapshots such as this one. 

